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quicksand, while disembarking from the Yellow River
ferry. Within half an hour the sand had been up to the
instrument-board, but they had got it out, nevertheless.
'I had to take it apart and clean it, nut by nut. And, boy,
when I'd got it apart, I couldn't put the darned thing
together again! So I went to Peking, and worked in a
Chevrolet garage for a month—learning how.'
'One time I was medical adviser to a General. A real
old bandit. Boy, was he tough? Wouldn't pay his fees.
After a while, when he owed me five hundred dollars, they
told me he was going to give me a testimonial tablet. Of
course, I knew what that meant. In this country, if you
give a man a tablet, it cancels all your debts. So I went
around to the tablet-carver, and I said: "That tablet's
not going to be ready till I say the word." Sure enough,
every day that old bandit would send word to ask how the
tablet was getting along. And every day the carver would
tell him: "One of the characters isn't just how I want it.
I guess I'll do it again." Was he mad? But I got my money
all right, in the end.'
At half-past three, without the least warning, the train
moved forward. We had almost forgotten that it pos-
sessed an engine and wheels. McClure told us that eastern
Ho-Nan is the great wheat-growing district of China. The
Chinese is essentially a market-gardener. He cultivates
wheat as the English grow roses. He makes a hole for each
single plant, and fills it with night soil. In consequence
the yield per acre is very high. The British-American To-
bacco Company, said McClure, once sent out a party of
experts to show the Chinese how to grow tobacco. But,
at the end of two years, their experimental farm, equipped
with all the latest scientific methods, couldn't produce as
big a crop as the Chinese did, on their own.
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